




















































































































































































































































































































































































































『日本評論』に掲載されたもので、内村が Japan and the Japaneseで日蓮を取り上
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Biographical Sketches. No. II. —Saigyō.
The Tōkyō Independent. Jan. 30, 1886
   What is the worth of life?  Thoughtful people of all ages have 
propounded this question. By those whose lives are full of activity, 
through which certain degrees of success are realized, it may not be so 
frequently asked, but disappointed ambitions, broken ties of affection, and 
the general miseries of social and political life are the fruitful sources of 
pessimistic tendencies. In natures whose thirst for happiness is too great to 
be satisfied by the shallow waters of worldly experience, or whose 
aspirations after an ideal moral life are painfully dissatisfactory, there is 
sometimes a tendency to end in believing that this world is an empty 
dream. When anarchy prevails, or the tyranny of the wicked is triumphant, 
or where the cruel institution of caste fetters men’s souls, then it is not 
strange that the sense of life’s vanity becomes so deep-reaching and wide-
spread.
   The subject of this hasty sketch, the priest Saigyō, was born in an age of 
corruption, when a period of anarchy and exasperating usurpation had 
just commenced. It needed no prophetic insight to predict the approach of 
evil days, for dark ominous clouds, holding storms and hurricanes within 
them, were already seen on the apparently calm sky of Kyōto; while the 
two hostile clans of Minamoto and Taira were in rival competition. In spite 
of the great abilities of Sato Norikiyo (the former name of the priest 
Saigyō), his prospects of promotion were limited. The Mikado treated him 
with special kindness, but was unable to promote him according to his 
own royal pleasure. The evils of life never fail to sadden a person of so 
sensitive a nature as that of Saigyō. For a long time he had cherished a 
strong desire to become a recluse, but natural tenderness held too great 
predominance in his soul to permit the decision that would enable him to 
carry out this idea. But like a Buddha, a Luther and a Wesley, so special 
and striking incident occurred which fixed his determination and settled 
伝記的スケッチ No.Ⅱ. ――西行
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his future career. One day towards evening, he was returning from 
attendance at Court with a friend of his own caste. As they journeyed in 
companionship, they arranged to attend the Court together on the 
following morning, and Saigyō, according to agreement, called early the 
next morning at his friend’s house. When he reached the gate, he was met 
by persons, coming in and out, with sorrowful faces. Upon inquiring, he 
learned that his friend was dead. He was overwhelmed by this unexpected 
catastrophy; and entering the room where his friend lay, he saw the young 
widow of nineteen years, and the old mother of seventy, weeping bitterly 
on each side of the pillow. More than ever was he deeply convinced of the 
world’s vanity, and almost desired to cut off his hair at once for the 
priesthood, —but it was necessary to forbear. In this solemn mood he went 
to the Court, chanting three odes as he sat on his horse. One of them ran as 
follows: —
Toshi tsuki wo
Ikade waga mi ni 
Okuriken, kino mishi hito
Kyo wa naki yo ni.
Saigyō asked the Mikado’s permission to become a priest, but his Majesty 
was greatly displeased because he was so attached to him. Saigyō passed 
some months in grief and disappointment. It was now autumn; again at 
evening he was returning from court; when he reached his own house his 
pretty little daughter of four years, whose childish locks had not yet 
reached her shoulders, came out to receive him, saying, “I am so glad to 
see you, my father, why have you returned so late, has his Majesty kept 
you so long?” The buddhist biographer here says, “the Devil, in order to 
prevent persons from becoming Buddhas, chains them by the ties of wife 
and children, and here was Saigyō’s great hindrance.” He was charmed by 
the appearance of the child and began to caress her, but he quickly 
withdrew himself and tried to keep her off; she returned, clinging to him; 
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from him down the portico. The cries of the little one brought out his wife, 
who was surprised at his strange conduct. That night he went out from his 
home and all that was dear to him, towards Saga, and was initiated by a 
priest who was a friend of his. This was October 15th (old calendar), 1140 
A.D. He was about twenty three years old.
   After Saigyō’s initiation he wandered through every part of the land. 
His life was uneventful, and excepting one or two incidents, nothing is 
recorded illustrative of his character. On one occasion during his 
wanderings, Saigyō, with a companion priest, was crossing the swift 
Tenriu in a ferry-boat. Unfortunately, the boat was too crowded, and it was 
not considered safe to launch it. One of the crew cried out that some 
persons must go on shore again, and insultingly looking at the poor priest, 
ordered him to leave the boat as though he were nothing more than a 
‘piece of drift-wood,’ —to quote the words employed when referring to 
priesthood by the lady Ise, who flourished just before Saigyō. But as, for 
some reason, Saigyō hesitated to obey, the man, in anger, gave him a 
severe blow on the forehead, which caused him to bleed. Saigyō quietly 
retired, and waited for another opportunity to take the boat; but his 
companion was indignant at this disgraceful treatment of Saigyō, who was 
his former lord, and wept bitterly over his changed circumstances. This 
displeased the priest, and he said, “to be patient and meek under harsh 
treatment is the proper spirit of a Buddhist, otherwise it is useless to 
forsake the world; you do not seem to have forsaken the world sincerely; 
leave me and do what you please, I must go alone.” When we remember 
that Saigyō was a Samurai famous for his skill in the use of weapons and 
in every department of manly prowess, the degree of self-denial exhibited 
in this instance will be more fully appreciated. He then continued his 
journey, and after many days arrived at Oiso. It was an autumn evening, 
and this well-known poem was composed at that time: —
Kokoro naki 
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Shigi tatsu sawa no
Akino yū gure.
Sinse I wear the priestly vesture, 
  Passions under calm control,
Never betray by word or gesture
  Deep emotions of the soul; 
Yet, when o’er the meadows flying 
  Little snipe at the twilight go.
Something in my heart is sighing 
  Autumn evenings touch me so;
When the imperial collection of poems known as the Sengai [Senzai] shū 
was being compiled, Saigyō felt somewhat anxious to know which, and 
how many, of his works were selected. He started for Kyōto for the 
purpose of ascertaining, and on the road met with a priest named Tōren, 
who informend [informed] him that many of his compositions were 
selected. Saigyō anxiously asked, “has my ode on the autumn eve found 
its place in the collection?” Being told that it was not chosen, he was 
greatly disappointed, and went back saying, “Then that collection is not 
worthy of notice,” —so proud was he of the lines quoted above.
   When he arrived at Kamakura, he was invited to an audience with the 
powerful Shōgun-Yoritomo. He complied reluctantly, and with the true 
spirit of mendicant. It is said that Yoritomo kept him all night with him, 
greatly enjoying his conversation on various literary, as well as military, 
subjects. The next morning as he was leaving the palace, tho Shōgun 
Yoritomo presented him with a silver cat, as a token of his high esteem and 
respect; but as the poor priest passed the temple of Hachiman where a 
number of happy children were playing merrily together, he gave the 
famous silver cat into their hands.
   While staying in Shikoku, Saigyō paid a visit to the grave of an exiled 
Mikado, whose favours he had enjoyed in the early days of his worldly 
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himself, he attempted to make war against the ruling power, but was 
quickly defeated and sentenced to live in exile at Sanuki, in Shikoku. 
Saigyō’s visit to the tomb was most graphically and pathetically described, 
by his own hand, in the Senjiu-shō, a book remarkably chaste and 
classically fluent. To quote his own words, “the Mikado’s grave was 
discovered abandoned in the midst of thorns and brambles. No bell was 
sounded, no Sutras repeated, no ministering priest waited at his Majesty’s 
tomb. The only sounds were those of the wind meaning the pine branches 
in sad and melancholy tones.” Saigyō’s loyal and poetic nature soon gave 
vent to his feeling in the following stanzas: —
Yoshiya, kimi, 
Mukashi no tama no
Toko tote mo, 
Kakaran nochi wa
Nanini kawa sen.
Shadows of night now surround me,
  Here at thy tomb;
Where is the glory that crowned thee?
  Here, all is gloom
Where, the past splendor and power?
  —Honors so frail—
Shattered thy tomb at this hour,  
  Naught can avail.
Only the winds moan around thee
  Sorrow to vent;
Only the trees bow above thee,
  Homage, not meant.
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All who seemed faithful and loyal
  Fail thee, O dead!
On another occasion sick at soul and weary of his meditations on the 
miseries of life, he composed these lines, — 
Shi ori sede 
Nao yama fukaku 
Wake iran;
Uki koto kikanu 
Tokoro ari ya to.
Oh, to wander high and higher 
  O’er the rugged mountain way;
Lose myself in tangled woodlands
  Where no other pilgrims stray;
Make no footprints, drop no flowers
  That might guide to swift return;
Searching for the Elysian bowers—
  Breathing in the ambient air—
Till not faintest sigh of sorrow,
  At I rested, reached me there.
Saigyō has written very many poems of great merit, all of which are 
collected in the Sanka-Shiū. Some of his epistolary writings are also noted 
for their excellence. During his last years he settled in Kyōto, near Higashi-
yama [Nishi-yama], and built a small Buddhist shrine; here he planted 
cherry trees, of which he was very fond, in his garden. He sometimes 
expressed his desire to die on the anniversary of Buddha’s death, and he 
composed the following lines in which he gives expression to this wish 
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Hana no moto nite
Haru shi nan
Sono kisarugi [kisaragi] no
Mochizuki no kura
Ah, let me die in Spring time, 
  When the moon is full on high,
And the fragrant cherry blossoms
  Fall upon me, where I lie.
It is pleasant to record that his desire was fulfilled in the seventy-third year 
of his age.
Biographical Sketches. III. —A Chapter from the Heike.
The Tōkyō Independent. Feb. 6, 1886
   There is a mysterious sympathy with sounds in our nature. The sounds 
of bells have furnished the theme for many a poet’s immortal song. The 
religious tone of a people seems to vibrate in the bells, and certain marked 
features of national character may be traced in their peculiar peals. In all 
Eastern countries where Buddhism prevails, the tolling of the bells may 
literally be considered a monody. When in the silence of the deeper 
evening hours one hears them palpitating on the air, all the avenues of the 
soul, where memory rests and melancholy meditations lie, at once open. A 
world of solemn thoughts seems to come out of the gloom of our own 
menaced selves as we listen.
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thing earthly. The beautiful colors of Sharasoju’s flowers teach us the sad 
truth that all life is mortal.” These oft-quoted words open the Heike 
Monogatari, and the contents of this classical history well accord with the 
sentiment they express; for the book tells of the once flourishing grandeur 
of the Taira clan, and of its rapid downfall; it recites the rapturous luxury 
of Kiyomori and the mournful fate that befel [befell] his sons; it narrates 
exciting battles and scenes of domestic tragedy; beautiful stories of love, 
and facts of the deepest interest to the student of history: there are 
exquisitely described in a simple, unpretentious, delightfully uncultured 
way; rude and beautiful and harmonious as nature itself. The blind 
mistrels of long ago used to chant selections from this book, their quaint 
“sing-song” being accompanied by the biwa, a sort of guitar. Whenever a 
biwa-hōshi, that is to say, a guitar-priest, is invited, it is understood, as a 
rule, that he is to recite the Heigo, or Heike Monogatari. Persons who are 
sufficiently learned to understand the classical language find it exceedingly 
interesting to listen to the minstrel, who not infrequently makes his 
audience weep in sympathy with his songs.
   The over-refined, luxurious, Imperial Court was steadily losing its 
power through effeminacy and mis-government, when Taira no Kiyomori 
appeared on the stage. From an inferior office he gradually raised himself 
to the highest position in the State. The military power was then in the 
ascendency (12th century A.D). Kiyomori seemed to ignore the existence 
of the Mikado, the sacred successor to the divine throne of the sun. 
Practically, he became the Emperor of Japan. The tyrant ruler indulged in 
many extravagant luxuries, and his domestic life was far from being pure. 
In his gorgeous palace, at Nishi-hachijō, Kyōto, a most beautiful young 
lady, named Giwo, resided. Originally she was a shirabyoshi, a sort of 
dancing girl, but not so despicable or immoral as the present geisha. When 
dancing, the shirabyoshi wore a broad robe, a court cap, and a sword. Many 
of these girls were quite learned and sang pieces of their own composition. 
Kiyomori loved Giwo very dearly, and in the palace no one was more 
respected than she. Her fortune and prosperity were talked of throughout 
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ambitious parents took the initial character of the lady’s name, and called 
their daughters accordingly, if haply [happily] they also might thus 
become as fortunate as she.” Giwo had spent three merry, happy years of 
her life in the palace, years that seemed but as days; when sorrow came. 
Another shirabyoshi, named Hotoke, who had recently arrived at Kyōto, 
from the province of Kaga, became widely known and very popular 
among the circle of nobles. One day she said to herself, “Now that I am so 
celebrated and so popular, I should be perfectly satisfied with my lot if it 
were not for one thing: up to this time I have never been invited into the 
presence of the powerful prince Kiyomori. Is not this a great pity! I shall 
go to Nishi-hachijō and see whether I cannnot obtain an audience, for a 
lady, especially a shirabyoshi, might be generously treated and not too 
severely censured for her presumption.” So she went to Kiyomori’s palace. 
But the Prince did not care to see her. “I have my Giwo here,” he said, 
“even a Buddha (Hotoke) I am not disposed to see.” Giwo, however, was a 
generous and kind-hearted woman; she pitied the young shirabyoshi, and 
persuaded the tyrant to call her in. Hotoke was returning from the palace 
in despair, when she was recalled. Gratefully she hastened to Kiyomori’s 
presence, and by his order very sweetly sang an imayo, and said: —
“Kimi wo hajimete 
Miru toki [ori] wa,
Chiyomo henu beshi.
Hime komatsu
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Miru toki [ori] wa,
Chiyomo henu beshi.
Hime komatsu


























She performed, too, the mai (dancing) most gracefully, and Kiyomori’s 
heart was captivated with the beauty and loveliness of Hotoke. He began 
to dislike Giwo, and immediately sent her back to her home. Giwo was 
grieved at the capricious conduct of the licentious tyrant, but as there was 
no help for it, she left the palace where for three years she had enjoyed 
such dream-like happiness and such splendor. As she left her room she 




Izure ka, aki ni
Awade hatsu beki.”
Where the dead leaf falls, let the fresh shoot spring,
  Together kissed by the same sunbeam,
(But a tyrant’s heart is a fickle thing) —
  And the little plant with its tender green,
Must meet the winds of the Autumn chill,
  That strip the trees against their will,
And whirl away
  The leaves that lay,
With the broken roots
  Of the tender shoots.
Disgraced and sorrowful, she returned to the old home where her mother, 
Toji, was living. Some time after, Kiyomori observed that Hotoke was 
looking very sad, and in order to afford her amusement, he sent a message 
to Giwo commanding her to come back to the palace, —not to be 
reinstated in his former favor, but to sing and dance for Hotoke’s pleasure. 
Naturally she refused to comply; but as Kiyomori threatened to kill her 
mother if she should disobey his order, she was compelled to consent. 
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the cruel request she performed the dance, singing at the same time the 
following imayo, which she composed for the occasion: —
“Hotoke mo moto [mukashi] ha
Bonhu nari.




Heda tsuru koso wa
Kanashi kere.”
Now, O Prince, I still obey thee,
  Sing my song to thee alone;
And thy favor’d one may scorn me,
  As I dance before thy thorne.
Hotoke,* thou mystic Buddha!
  Hotoke, my rival’s name,
Hotoke, the soul within me,
  Gods and I, endowed the same.
Though this palace, without escort
  I must leave, by cruel fate,
I shall rise to stately consort
  With my soul’s diviner mate.
The song touched the hearts of those present. Some were sobbing. The 
tyrant was conscience-striken. He could no longer bear the sight of Giwo’s 
dancing, and sent her home with some trifling gift. To escape such 
disgrace and misfortune in the future, Giwo, with her mother and a sister 
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Saga, the historical place for retirement of many celebrities, they took a 
small cottage, shaved their heads, and became nuns. Weary of the world, 
disgusted with its vanities, these three gave themselves wholly up to the 
doctrines of Buddhism.
   Not many months had elapsed when, towards evening, they were 
surprised by a strange knocking at the door. When the door was opened 
there stood the beautiful Hotoke! With tears she begged their forgiveness, 
and told Giwo that the poem she had written on the door, and the piece 
she afterwards so touchingly sang, had moved her heart and revealed to 
her the misfortunes of this life. She had resolved to leave the palace at 
once, but was hindered by circumstances. Quite recently she had been 
informed of Giwo’s present condition, and the place of her residence. 
Secretly she quitted the palace in disguise and came to Saga, in order to 
join Giwo in her consecrated life.
Biographical Sketches. IV. —Ki no Tsurayuki
The Tōkyō Independent. Feb. 27, 1886
   The period of Yengi (10th Century A.D.), is one of the most enlightened 
in the annals of this land. Literature and the classics flourished, and every 
species of refined culture attained a perfection unrivalled by any other age 
in the history of Japan. A crowd of illustrious scholars, writers and poets 
adorned the Court, and added to its labored splendors. Among the 
brilliant stars of culture, Ki no Tsurayuki occupied a most prominent 
position.
   In his time, Chinese had already been adopted as the written language 
of Japan; for it was from the time of the Emperor Kimmei (540 A.D.), that 
the Chinese classics began to be studied very extensively, and as all 
*Hotoke, the name of Giwo’s lady rival, also means the soul after it leaves the body, 
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Chinese customs were exceedingly admired and adopted, the graphic 
system came entirely into use; and every important document, whether 
public or private, was drawn up in the square characters of China. About 
the time of the Emperor Daigo (898 A.D.), in accordance with the advice of 
Kwankō, the government abolished the custom of sending students to 
China for the purpose of acquiring the language, and as the intercourse 
with that classical country became less frequent, the pronunciation of 
Chinese and its grammatical construction became corrupted among the 
Japanese. The creation of a hybrid style of literature may be attributed to 
this confusion, in which another circumstance was also instrumental. A 
foreign language is not the proper medium through which a nation’s 
genius can develop advantageously; and especially a ponderous language 
like that of China, with its intricate characters and labyrinthine 
vocabularies. The Japanese nation, dazzled by the culture and refinements 
of its more advanced neighbor, had forgotten itself in the eager imitation 
of Chinese civilization. But nature, as in other instances, could not be 
forever repressed. Gradually the great inconvenience of a foreign language 
was realized, and the nation individually felt very uneasy, like David in 
Saul’s unwieldy armour. Out of the hybrid and at the time monstrous 
graphic system was evolved the beautiful Kana style of classical Japan, 
known as Onna moji: so called because it was at first exclusively used by 
ladies. Men thought it beneath their dignity to write in Kana, and 
endeavored to adhere to the dead letters of China.
   Just at this juncture Ki no Tsurayuki appeared. Equally well versed 
both in Chinese and Japanese classics he boldly set himself to the 
moulding of a distinct style of literature. The work could not have fallen 
into abler hands. The Tosa nikki, Ōigawa gyōkō no ki and the preface to 
Kokinshū, were the production of his masterly pen. These celebrated works 
of Tsurayuki were the original type of the pure Kana style. Tosa nikki （土佐
日記） gives the account of his journey from the province of Tosa, where 
he remained for five years in the capacity of governor. Rai Sanjō referred 
to this circumstance when he said; “It is impossible that Tsurayuki was a 
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probability he was a man of statesman-like ability and administrative 
acuteness. The people of Tosa were most troublesome subjects, and the 
coasts were from time to time exposed to the inroads of daring pirates, 
such as Fujiwara no Sumitomo.” No book ever produced in Japan is so 
happy in its choice of illustrations, so pathetic in the delineation of human 
nature so chaste in its humor, so accurate in detail and geographically 
reliable. The production entitled Ōigawa gyōkō no ki is a lively account of 
the emperor’s excursion to Ōigawa, a beautiful stream flowing beneath the 
picturesque Arashi-yama near Kyōto.
   The preface to the Kokinshū, which is a collection of ancient and modern 
poems, is full of poetical imagery and keen criticisms of the different 
authors, which give evidence of superior ability, and testify to the high 
genius of its composer. 
   But here a question naturally suggests itself: if the Kana literature was a 
native production, and so congenial to the Japanese mind, why did it not 
become predominant and succeed in supplanting the unnatural adoption 
of the Chinese characters? One of the chief causes of this strange 
phenomenon may be attributed to the fact that Kana  literature, 
notwithstanding its superiority in some respects, was morally and 
intellectually behind the Chinese literature. As it, at first, was styled Onna 
moji, so it continued in its characteristics with but few exceptions. It was 
the written language of elegance and beauty. Its themes were suitable for 
leisure hours, but not for earnest action nor contact with the busy world, 
with its pangs of life and death. The whole of the Kana literature was 
characterized by effeminacy and permeated with trivialities. It lacked the 
moral strength and intellectual power to lead and conquer. The Buddhists 
of later times did, indeed, attempt to popularize their religious tenets by 
issuing their books in Kana. But, unlike Luther’s German Bible, or the 
venerable version of King James’ reign, these books lacked the moral 
grandeur and convincing strength that could penetrate and sway the 
depths of Japanese character. In fact, while the Kana writings were pretty 
and symmetrical in form, and native to the soil of Japan, they lacked 
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beautiful form, but without life. Therefore it was utterly and morally 
impossible that the manlier writings of China, produced by Confucius and 
Mencius, should be superseded by the effeminate literature clothed in the 
simple and graceful Kana. In this, as in other experiments, the mere 
cultivation of aesthetic tastes and luxurious refinement, to the neglect of 
morality and the higher truths, will never do. The harmonious growth of 
the true, the good and the beautiful is essential to strength and solidity. In 
this respect the Rōmaji movement holds more hopeful vantage ground. It 
introduces the quaint, picturesque, national imagery of thought to the 
stirring, practical, scientific West, and brings Japan more easily and rapidly 
into invigorating contact with the brain power and mental force of an 
advanced civilization; while it  l iberates from the cumbersome 
conservatism of Chinese literature, and from a too great appreciation of its 
cold, formal systems of philosophy.
   Tsurayuki was the author of many excellent poems. It is difficult to give 
suitable specimens, for one is bewildered in their selection, when myriads 
of most beautiful lines are left to the choice.




Hana zo mukashi no
Ka ni nioi keru.
Men’s heart, —is it not so?
  No man can ever know.
But this dear old lodging place!
  Here fidelity I trace;
For the spirit of the flowers,
  Bring me back the golden hours.
Fragrance from the “long ago,”
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Just the self-same cherry odor, 
  And the plum can be no other;
While the roses’ bosom bare
  Lie upon the fragrant air, —
Ah, I know the flowers are true,
  Can I know the same of you?
Tsurayuki was accustomed to visit the shrine of Kwannon at Hatsuse. On 
the way coming and going, he rested at an inn which became as familiar as 
a home to him. For some time, however, he ceased going there and seemed 
to dislike the house. After a prolonged absence he again returned, and was 
flatteringly received by the landlord who complained of his neglect, 
saying: “Although you are such a stranger here we have not changed 
toward you.” Tsurayuki answered in the lines cited above; to which the 
landlord responded:
Hana dani mo 
Onaji kokoro ni
Saku mono wo
Ue ken hito no
Kokoro shira nan.
So, if you trust the fragrance of my flowers, 
  And they recall the happy by-gone hours,
The heart of him, who plants, is loyal too, 
  And by their odors breathes a spirit true.
In the 9th year of Tenkyō (930, A.D.) Tsurayuki was taken ill, and knew 
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Yo ni koso arikere.
Moonbeams dipped within the lake to lave,
  While a path of silver crossed the wave; 
Then the water trembled with delight,
  And the lifted clouds revealed the sight.
So I stooped and placed my open palm,  
  Where the shadow-moon, lay full and calm
On the quivering liquid of the lake,
  In my hand the lustrous globe to take.
There I held the restless world of light, 
  Till a passing cloud swept out of sight 
All the merry moonbeams bathing there;
  While the waves sank down in dark despair.
Thought I then, how like existence this, 
  For one fleeting movent [moment] we have bliss;
Scarce the conscious gift of life we’ve got
  Ere a cloud sweeps past, and lo, tis not!
His daughter became a noted poetess. The following story may be related 
here for the insight it gives in the spirit of those times. During the period 
of Genriaku [Tenriaku] (947-957 A.D.), the celebrated plum-tree, growing 
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another sufficiently beautiful to be substituted in its place. They found one 
in a private garden. Vested with Imperial authority, they uprooted the fine 
tree. The young lady who owned the garden wrote some lines on a slip of 
paper, which she fastened it to one of the boughs.
   When the plum-tree was planted in the palace garden the emperor 
came out to see it, and happened to observe the paper. Upon reading, he 
was surprised to find these chaste, and poetical lines: —
Choku nareba 
Itomo ka si koshi 
Uguisu no
Yado wa to towaba
Ikaga kotaen?
The Royal Will will have it so:  
I cannot help it, it must go!
  The roots lie bare
  In my garden there.
The blossoming branches used to hide
The nest of the nightingale’s modest bride;
  From afar he’ll roam, 
   To seek his home—
What shall I say when the nightingale comes?
What shall I say, if with Spring he returns?
On inquiry it was found that the tree came from the garden of Tsuyayuki’s 
daughter, and it was instantly returned to her. This is the history of the 
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　植村正久（1858-1925）の “Biographical Sketches” はF.W.イーストレー













る “Biographical Sketches” は、英語とキリスト教文化を介することで、
植村の時代から遠く離れた現代の我々に、植村の「感性」と、彼が「内な
るもの」へ託した思いを伝えている。
　“Biographical Sketches” は1886年1月から2月にかけて、1. 菅公（菅原
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るもの」へ託した思いを伝えている。
　“Biographical Sketches” は1886年1月から2月にかけて、1. 菅公（菅原
道真）、2. 西行、3. 平家物語、4. 紀貫之の4篇発表されたが、「菅公」は見
つかっていないので、西行以下の3篇を翻刻・翻訳し、それらについて筆
者が着目した点を解題として付した。
　「西行」では、西行の出家について、世を捨てた宗教者の姿が描かれて
いる。他方で西行が歌と美に託した願いについては肯定的に捉えている。
こうして描かれる彼の禁欲と内面の情熱への共感が興味深い。「平家物
語」では、「諸行無常」の仏教的世界について鐘の音を題材に触れてい
る。中心は興亡の激しい武士の時代に清盛という権力者に弄ばされた「白
